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side-pocket.    That was my worst wound.    So you see! But another time I got chucked into the water."
" Really ? "
" Into the canal. A couple of bastards I was after who lay in wait for me."
" Where was this ? "
" The Quai de 1'Oise. Right opposite the rue des Ardennes. Ten yards away from the railway bridge. Right in the shadow of the bridge. I haven't forgotten that, you may imagine."
" Is it a bad neighbourhood about there ? "
<c All the canal is dangerous, especially late at night."
<e You managed to get out ? "
*e I swim pretty well. But that would not have saved me, clothed as I was and stunned by the blow of a fist. ... I had an astonishing piece of luck. I happened to get hold of a half-submerged canoe. I should have finished sinking it, but it was moored with a rope. I don't know just how I came to. I hung on to one side of the canoe and to the rope. My two bastards had bolted. All the same, I didn't show myself at once. I remember that I stayed a good quarter of an hour shivering under the bridge. Then I heard a cab coming along. It was quite a job to get the cabby to make up his mind to take me."
" It surprises me that more people don't get thrown into the canal. It seems so easy."
" Well, a good few do get thrown in."
<€ Not so many, from all one reads. Unless there are some who are never found. What do you think ? Does the canal give up all its bodies ? "
ee They say it does. By the way, talking about that, I had an even worse time once. In the quarries at Bagnolet. Do you know them ? "
<e No."
" I only went back there once afterwards. Everything was very much the same. I don't know whether the place has changed since. It's possible. At that time, it -was the most out-of-the-way place you could imagine. There were .;

